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Qhryses, 

Ancient  Triton  with  your  pride, 
deep  within  your  hidden  vales, 
creatures  unknown  to  traveled  tide, 
wild  and  carved  swim  free. 
Wondering  seamen  so  lured, 
awed  to  the  silent  depths 
being  so  blind 

bless  your  habitants  with  their  smiles, 

and  with  forlorn  eyes  unkind. 

In  the  serpentine  pathways, 

wreathed  about  by  the  reeking  fumes 

pursued  madly  by  the  tearing  fish 

watched  alone  by  catholic  eyes. 

I  pray  Apollo  with  his  lyre  to  sit 

and  play  this  answered  world  with  holy  flame. 


JOHN  STONE 


Hubert  D.  Murdock 


Once  I  was  myself, 

Now  I  am  no  longer  that  self, 

But  how  have  I  changed? 

I  did  not  change,  intentionally, 

Nor  did  I  change  because 

Someone  else  caused  it. 

So,  why  then  have  I  changed? 

Today  I  am  myself; 
Tomorrow  I  shall  be  myself; 
But  what  I  will  be  tomorrow, 
Depends  on  what  I  am  today. 
What  am  I  today  then? 
I  am  the  result  of  what 
I  was  yesterday. 

What,  what  then  was  I  yesterday? 


Billie  Ann  Reeves 


Enlight  the  heart  and  spring  the  word  unrhymed, 

Release  the  chain  and  free  your  fruits  to  grow. 

Alas,  oh  Sophistry  unbound  to  time. 

Recast  the  sails  on  towards  the  northern  blow, 

And  let  a  song  of  freedom  wash  to  shore, 

Oh  one  so  full  of  sea  and  air  and  grass, 

Vou,  Solitary  Singer,  I  adore. 

Enlightening  soul,  you  will  endure  and  last 

Until  a  thief  of  regulation  chimes 

The  taxation  of  toil  upon  the  flow, 

And  will  the  testing,  toiling  brakes  of  rhymes 

So  suffocate  the  soul  and  cease  to  grow? 

Oh  Whitman,  fling  tradition  to  the  sea, 

And  let  the  bold  and  brave  remain  to  be! 


Ruby  Raborn 


ftt  sunset  walked  a  man  among  the  graves 
With  thoughts  of  those  who  lay  beneath  his  feet. 
"These  men,"  he  thought,  "died  not  as  quarry  slaves, 
But  met  life's  end  with  faith  serene  and  sweet. 
And  musing  on,  the  man  stopped  to  inquire 
If  any  soul  there  laid  beneath  the  beast 
Had  ever  hoped  to  drench  the  world  with  fire, 
Surpassing  all  the  great  men  of  the  past. 
But  should  these  men  who  lie  in  sweet  repose 
Feel  discontentment  toward  their  goals  not  met? 
Or  should  they  frown  on  Knowledge  that  she  chose 
To  guard  them  from  ambition  and  regret? 
Perhaps,  in  time,  more  men  will  walk  this  way 
In  pensive  mood  as  did  young  Thomas  Gray. 


John  Stone 

Spreading  over  the  deep 

the  faces  smile;  some  drift;  some  stare, 
so  dreadfully  the  starfish  seep 

the  faces  smile;  some  stare. 
Beneath  the  threchundred  limitation  depth 

our  faces  now  read  the  quiet  water, 
mirthful  sand  sharks  glide  over  head, 

spangled  to  the  striped  living  mirror. 
Frozen,  we  could  watch  hopelessly 

the  windows,  they  opened  to  the  sea, 
open  windows,  the  sea,  open  windows, 

where  open  windows  should  never  be. 
Joyfully  we  drink  to  life, 

the  voices  speak  in  silence  vow, 
till  forever  we  drink  to  life, 

"To  Eternity!"  cloistered  in  my  Captain's  conning  tower. 


T.  R.  Brandt 


When  white  seagulls  gray  from  time 

With  outstretched  wings  flapping,  squawking 

Climb  on  freedom's  wind, 

Play  among  battleship  clouds, 

Dive  from  the  heights  they've  reached 

Into  the  slate,  white/capped  bay, 

Then  will  I,  white  chalk'mark  X  on  my  vest 

Turn  sadly  from  long,  brick  barracks 

(Reception  center,  hall  of  dreams) 

Impotent  papers  in  my  hand 

And 

Sighing  deeply,  look  behind, 
Turn  again... caught! 

Caught  forever  in  limbo  between  the  island  and  the  boat. 
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Elissa  Domroe 


I 


Because  I  ran  too  fast 
to  think  on  your  ground; 
and  you  caught  another 
sound  in  mid  morning 
expectation, 
and  I  left  with  the 
full/breezed  sails 
and  the  tale  of  a  wise 
man  trying  to  find  the 
answers. 


II 


Neither  you  nor  I 
have  seen  the  last  years, 
the  year  of  the  sea 
and  the  clashing  winds, 
the  vibrant  forces 
that  brought  the  wide 
sails  down, 
and  a  wave  that  was 
a  friend  of  direction 
to  the  sand, 

Odysseus  triumphant  arrival 


The  Bitter  Qup 

The  bottles  lined  against  the  barroom  wall, 
Have  caused  men  old  and  young  to  stoop  and  fall. 

Randy  Fogle 


Autumn  Reaves 

How  strange  that  Death  should  take  such  lovely  shapes, 
Yet  from  her  grip  no  living  thing  escapes. 

Sam  Almond 


Termination 

Too  soon  the  sad  sweet  song  of  youth  is  sung, 
And  L, i fe  becomes  a  noose  with  which  we're  hung. 

Sam  Almond 


The  Empty  Rice  Bowl 

Ideas  are  quite  nice, 
yet  hungry  man  seeks  not 
books,  but  long/grained  rice. 

james  Short 
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Charles  Duane  Toole 


Wordsworth!  You  should  be  living  in  this  hour; 
The  world  has  need  of  you.  It  is  a  fen 
Of  stagnant,  apathetic  minds.  No  pow'r 
Of  heart  we  find  to  lead.  We  waste.  No  pen 
Of  vision  guides  our  sight  to  Beauty.  Tove 
Is  sitting,  sweetly  still,  too  close  to  Death. 
Soon,  now  the  world  itself  will  kill.  The  dove 
Will  fly  to  you,  and  War  will  strangle  still  the  breath 
Of  Tife  on  earth.  Your  lonely,  lingering  phrase 
Resounds  within  my  brain,  announcing  clear: 
"The  world  is  too  much  with  us!"  Fast,  the  days 
Do  flee,  and  Beauty  leaves  us  lonely  here. 
So  man  must  learn  to  look  at  life  with  love 
Within  his  heart.  Then  you  will  smile,  above. 


Don  Robbins 


"Westyrunning  Brook"  tells  of  a  stream  that  flows 
Through  smooth  and  silky  channels,  as  it  sways 
To  rough  and  swirling  foanvwhite  rapids,  grows 
Till  in  the  spacious  ocean  current  plays. 
Two  lovers  watch  the  stream  as  it  conveys 
The  patterns  followed  by  man's  fickle  heart, 
Which  seldom  by  some  steady  course  obeys, 
But  twists  and  turns  and  often  seems  to  dart 
Unlike  the  brook  which  toward  the  sea  will  start 
And  wind  its  way  'round  countless  rocky  crests. 
Too  often  lovers  find  that  they  must  part, 
Their  love  too  weak  to  pass  the  endless  tests. 
The  sea  accepts  the  river  at  its  end, 
But  love  will  not  survive  that  will  not  bend. 


ty/lucrf  Sow 
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R\  Anderson 


Come  home  John, 
come  home  to  the  things 
that  you  once  knew. 
Come  home  to  the  winding 
four  flights  climb, 
to  the  rusted  maple  street  sign 
to  the  dangling  light  bulb  line. 
Come  home  to  the  narrow 
well-worn  sheets 
where  once  it  was  over, 
it  was  for  keeps... 
come  home  John, 
come  home  to  the  things 
that  you  once  knew. 
Come  home  to  the  rattling 
back  door  key, 
to  the  girl  that  used  to  be. 
Come  home  to  Susan... 
Come  home  to  me! 


Elissa  Domroe 


And  to  one  who  faces 
the  reflection  each 
morning 

in  search  for  the 
likeness  of  man,  and 
walks  into  the  road 
burying  his  feet  into 
the  quick  and  sand, 
descending  upon  the 
fields  as  a  nomad 
from  the  cold. 
And  I  wondered  about 
your  likeness, 
the  scent  of  sweat, 
and  watched  your 
cracked,  uneven  face. 
And  then  you  left  the 
field, 

and  we  watched  and 
waited  until  someone 
said,  one  day,  that 
stranger  was  me. 
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BRIGHT     BRASS    -      PINK  WALLS 


I  can  not  remember  when  I  first  met  the  little 
man.  His  name  was  of  those  unpronounceable  East 
European  ones  that  end  in  "-stein"  or  "-ski"  or 
"-berg."  The  only  thing  I  ever  called  him  to  his  face 
was  "sir"  and,  in  talking  with  others,  he  was  "the 
little  man." 

When  I  was  twelve-years-old,  he  stood  only 
shoulder  high  to  me.  He  must  have  been  taller  once  - 
before  old  age  and  arthritis  compelled  him  to  walk  in 
a  stooped  position.  His  hands  were  the  only  part  of 
him  not  affected  by  the  disease.  He  could  tie  knots 
one-handed  or  carve  figurines  like  a  master. 

We  worked  together  at  the  church  for  about  a  year. 
I  folded  the  bulletins  for  the  Sunday  services,  and  he 
was  the  church  sexton.  He  had  Social  Security  checks 
coming  in  every  month  so,  if  he  did  not  need  the 
money,  he  would  sign  over  the  check  to  the  church. 
Out  of  his  own  pocket  he  bought  the  paint  for  the 
interior  of  the  sancturary.  He  selected  pink  paint 
believing  that  the  House  of  the  Lord  should  be  bright 
and  cheerful  not  gloomy  and  pale.  He  did  all  the  work 
himself  climbing  up  the  tall  scaffolds  to  reach  the 
heights  of  the  twenty-five-foot  walls. 
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Every  Saturday  morning,  when  I  was  at  church  to 
fold  the  bulletins  for  the  next  day,  he  would  be  finish- 
ing up  the  cleaning.  After  sweeping,  he  went  to  change 
the  numbers  on  the  hymn  board  and  put  a  new  candle 
in  the  sanctuary  lamp.  The  sanctuary  lamp  -  he  pre- 
fered  to  call  it  an  "Eternal  Light"  even  though  the 
candle  had  to  be  changed  every  seven  days-hung  in 
the  corner  of  the  chancel  suspended  on  three  chains. 
The  candle  went  into  a  red  glass  cylinder  which  was 
encased  in  a  brass  holder.  On  top  of  the  glass  was  a 
brass  figure  surmounted  by  a  cross.  I  had  never  seen 
the  cross  on  the  lamp  until  one  day  I  saw  the  little 
man  polishing  it.  He  held  the  figure  lovingly  in  a  rag 
in  his  left  hand  so  he  would  not  leave  any  fingerprints 
on  it  and  rubbed  the  cross  with  a  brass  impregnated 
cloth  with  his  right  hand.  When  I  asked  why  he  bothered 
to  do  so  much  work  for  something  no  one  ever  saw, 
he  answered  that  things  should  be  pretty  just  because 
they  should  be  pretty. 

The  little  man  died  when  I  was  in  high  school 
I  wanted  to  go  to  the  funeral,  but  there  was  a  final 
examination  given  at  that  hour,  and  I  could  not  make  it. 

The  pink  walls  he  painted  have  been  covered 
with  wallpaper  showing  the  symbols  of  the  Apostles, 
but  the  cross  on  the  sanctuary  lamp  still  remains. 
Every  once  in  a  while,  I  polish  that  cross  myself 
because  pretty  things  should  be  pretty. 


James  E.  Short 


PARTY     AT  IRMA'S 


If  you  walk  down  the  boulevard  in  front  of  Tulane 
University,  about  two  blocks  farther,  you  will  see 
Liggitt's  Drug  Store,  a  gleaming  black  structure  about 
four  stories  high.  Now  I  say  you  have  to  walk,  because 
if  you  ride,  you  are  going  to  miss  the  tiny  white  house 
sandwiched  between  the  two  large  buildings.  As  a 
matter  of  fact  the  little  house  is  so  small  that  the  tall 
sunflowers  in  the  front  yard  almost  hide  it  from  view. 
That  is  not  all  in  the  yard  to  catch  your  eye  either. 
Spaced  at  random  among  the  yellow  flowers  are  about 
fifteen,  artificial  cement  animals  and  pink  flamingos. 

Hanging  over  the  front  door  is  a  sign  which  reads: 
"Irma's  Travel  Rest  $1.00  Per  Night." 

My  hitch-hiking  partner  and  I  had  come  to  New 
Orleans  for  the  Mardi  Gras  festivities,  and  we  were 
tired  from  thumbing  all  day. 

"Let's  try  it,"  I  said. 

"Why  not?  I'm  too  exhausted  to  walk  any  farther," 
Ed  replied. 

We  knocked  on  the  screen  door  and  had  no  sooner 
done  so  than  we  were  greeted  by  what  seemed  to  be 
at  least  thirty  cats  and  kittens  of  every  color  imagin- 
able. A  little  old,  dried-up  lady  got  up  from  her  squeak- 
ing rocking  chair  and  opened  the  door. 
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"We'd  like  a  room  for  the  night,  please,  Ma'am," 
Ed  said. 


"Yes,  yes,  boys.  Come  in,  come  in." 

The  felines  immediately  converged  upon  our  tired 
feet,  rubbing  their  purring,  hunched  bodies  against 
our  legs,  their  tails  wrapping  and  gripping  our  ankles. 
I  was  reminded  of  the  sounds  coming  from  a  pigeon 
roost. 

"Oh,  I  hope  you  boys  won't  mind  my  children,  " 
she  exclaimed  almost  apologetically. 

"No,  Ma'am,  not  at  all.  We  love  animals,"  I 
replied. 

"Oh,   boys,  boys,  these  are  not  animals,"  she 
returned   "They  are  people.. .just  like  you  and  me. 
Isn't   that  right  George?"  George  was  a  large  Tom 
who   grinned;  at  least  I  could  have  sworn  he  grinned, 
kind  of  like  a  jackass  eating  briars. 

I  nodded,  "Yes,  Ma'am." 

We  were  both  very  tired.  The  little  old  lady 
showed  us  to  our  room.  The  room  was  starkly  white, 
which  reminded  me  of  an  old  infirmary.  It  was 
completely  empty  with  the  exception  of  one  bare, 
blinding  light  bulb  hanging  from  the  ceiling,  and  one 
double  bed. 

It  was  heaven  to  rest  our  weary  heads.  There  we 
lay  snickering  about  the  incident  at  the  door.  Just  as 
I  was  drifting  off  into  wonderful  sleep,  I  heard  a  faint 
scratching  noise.  I  listened.  There  it  was  again. 
Something  was  at  our  door.  Ed  heard  it  also.  I  quietly 
arose,  being  careful  not  to  be  betrayed  by  the  sound 
of  bed  springs,  and  crept  toward  the  door,  guided  by 
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the  yellow  light  filtering  in  beneath  the  door.  I  turned 
the  knob  and  jerked  it  open  all  in  one  movement.  There 
stood  the  little  old  lady,  like  an  urchin  from  the  night, 
her  head  still  turned  to  the  side  as  it  had  been  pressed 
against  the  door.  She  had  been  scratching  at  our 
door  with  her  fingernails.  Never  moving  her  head,  her 
quick  eyes  met  mine.  With  a  wrinkled,  shaking  finger 
at  her  temple  she  lectured:  "Now  there"ll  be  no  noise 
tonight,  boys.  My  children  must  have  their  rest,  just 
like  you  and  me.  No  noise."  She  turned  and  left, 
hands  clasped  as  before,  saying,  "No  noise,  no  noise." 

"Just  like  you  and  me— no  noise."  I  was  too 
tired  for  this  and  I  had  to  fall  asleep. 

Morning  came  and  one  bright  ray  concentrated 
its  full  strength  on  my  blinking  eye.  We  dressed,  took 
our  belongings,  and  entered  the  hallway.  The  hall 
opened  into  the  kitchen.  We  heard  impish  laughter 
from  within.  There  my  eyes  met  the  following:  all  of 
her  cats  were  sitting  around  a  large  table,  each  in  a 
child's-size  high-chair  of  his  own.  A  large  white  cake 
with  candles  was  on  the  center  of  the  table. 

"  Good  morning,  boys,"  she  said,  her  old  heart 
apparently  full  of  glee.  She  ran  to  us,  tip  toeing,  her 
withered  little  hands  shaking  with  excited  joy  in  front 
of  her  face.  She  took  each  of  us  by  the  hand  and  led 
us  into  the  kitchen. 

"Hurry,  hurry,"  she  blurted,  unable  to  contain 
her  excitement. 

"I'm  so  glad  you  woke  in  time  to  attend  my  birth- 
day party.  I  want  you  to  meet  my  children,  George  and 
Sylvia,  Bernard  and  Elaine,  and  this  is  Howard  and 
Ethyl. ..Robert  and  Jennifer.. .Clarence  and  Cary... 
Pinefore  and...." 


Burton  E.  Moore,  Jr. 


twenty-three 


FROM     THE  EDITOR 


The  SEFER  literary  magazine  has  been  regenerated 
after  a  two  year  absence.  We  are  dedicated  to  the 
pursuit  of  establishing  a  permanent  literary  magazine 
on  this  campus  as  we  believe  that  new  ideas  shouls 
be  encouraged  and  that  there  should  always  be  room 
for  new  writers.  We  wish  to  invite  students,  members 
of  the  faculty,  and  guest  authors  to  contribute  ideas 
and  material  to  this  publication. 

The  SEFER  office  is  in  Trailer  Number  11  in  the 
East  Mall  on  Campus  for  those  students  who  wish  to 
come  in  and  submit  material. 


ABOUT     THE     CAMPUS     LIBRARY  .  .  . 

Have  you  been  to  the  library  lately?  The  new  L.  Mendel 
Rivers  Library  is  open: 

Monday  through  Thursday  8:00  a.m.  -  10:00  p.m. 
Friday  8:00  a.m.  -   5:00  p.m. 

Saturday/ Sun  day  1:00  p.m.  -   5:00  p.m. 

We  hope  our  readers  will  stop  in,  and  browse  around  the 
enlarged  book  and  magazine  collections  during  this  coming 
semester. 


